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CHAPTER I. 

" By Thy Fasting and Temptation ; by Thy Cross and Passion ; by 
Thy glorious Resurrection and Ascension, 
Good Lord, deliver us." 

TT was Ash-Wednesday, a bleak cold day, on which to 
begin the holy season, the Lenten Fast All the 
clocks far and near were striking half-past twelve, and the 
people were coming out of Church. 

Though Lent was unusually early, the hedge-rows on 
either side of the lane leading from the Church, and the 
weeping willows overhanging the river were already tipped 
with the first fresh green shoots of spring. 

Willowdale, as it was called, derived \\a \vaxafe^^\fiL •^^^^ 
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weeping willows, and very pretty and graceful they looked, 
as year after year they reflected their drooping boughs in 
the blue waters at their feet. 

Many years before, Willowdale had been merely a large 
village, but when the paper mills were started, the work 
attracted such numbers for miles round, that by degrees the 
pretty village had grown into an over-crowded town, with 
work enough for a large body of clergy, but possessing, 
alas ! only two. These, the Vicar and his Curate, were inde- 
fatigable in their labour, but at present they had not seen 
much result. It was an unsatisfactory work as far as regards 
outward reward, but there are who labour upheld by faith 
and the knowledge that they are doing their Master's bid- 
ding, not expecting to see the fruits of their toil. 

Walking gravely along the lane among those traversing 
the same way as herself, with her little cold hands wrapped 
tightly round in her pinafore, came little Tabitha Holmes ; 
very cold and blue she looked, poor child, and no wonder, 
with her clothing so ill adapted to the weather. She had 
got up cold that morning, and would probably remain cold 
all day ; and she was fasting too : only a morsel of bread 
had passed her lips that day — ^not because it was Lent, but 
because she could not help herself; there were so many little 
hungry mouths at home to fill, and so very little to put into 
them — that morning less than usual. 
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Tabby had gone to Church that morning, because it was 
warmer ^here than anywhere else, but she had sat a long 
way off from the stove, and it required more warmth than 
she could get there to penetrate through her poor shivering 
little body. 

Not very far behind her, was another little girl, one form- 
ing as complete a contrast to Tabby as it is possible to 
imagine. There was no fear of her suffering from cold, 
warmly clad as she was, from head to foot ; no hungry half- 
famished expression in her dear blue eyes, and her little 
hands, neatly gloved as they were, nestled cosily in her 
pretty ermine muff. 

Maude Elsmore had no reason to fear the weather, unless 
perhaps the damp, which might uncurl the feather in her 
hat a little. Maude was not alone. Madge was with her. 
Cousin Madge she called her, though she was in reality 
no cousin at all — only the daughter of Maude's mo- 
ther's greatest friend — ^but because she was more than 
double the little girl's age, she alwa)rs called her " Cousin 
Madge." 

Margery had been sent home from India to be under the 
care of an aunt, when she was quite little: her parents, 
Colonel and Mrs. Underleigh, had found it hard work to 
part with their only child, but rather than that she should 
grow pale and ill through rema\xim^\o^Vstk%\s^'2^ esNsssa&s.% 
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which is well known to be injurious to growing children, 
they would have sacrificed more than merely their feelings. 
With her aunt, Madge had lived till the former's very im- 
expected death about six months before, and since then she 
had stayed with the Elsmores in their pleasant home on the 
outskirts of Willowdale. 

Madge had frequently visited them before with her aunt, 
and had always been welcome there. Lately she had so 
much endeared herself to them, that Mrs. Elsmore said, she 
dreaded the sight of every foreign letter that came into the 
house, lest it should contain the expected summons for 
Madge to join her parents in India. 

In consequence of being a great invalid Mrs. Elsmore 
was not able to devote as much time and attention as she 
could wish to her little daughter, so she felt doubly glad 
that Maude should have such a companion as Madge, and 
watched with pleasure the affection which had grown up 
between them, and the good influence the girl had gained 
over the child. 

But to go on with my story. 

The two, Margery and Maude, had been to Church that 
Ash-Wednesday mom, and though they were not, like poor 
little Tabby Holmes, shivering and shaking with cold, they 
were hurrying home, nevertheless, to escape the snow storm, 
which was evidently close at hand. 
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There had not been very many at Church that morning, 
and Maude's quick eyes had already discovered the strange 
little figure hastening down the lane, a little way before 
them. 

" Cousin Madge, do look at that poor little girl," she said; 
" I saw her in Church, and she was shivering all the time." 

" Poor child ! who is she I wonder ?" Madge answered ; 
" we will try and find out, but hush ! or she will hear." 

" Good morning, Miss Underleigh ; how do you do, Mau- 
die ?" said a voice behind them, and Mr. Glenden, the Wil- 
lowdale Curate, overtook them. " The Vicar wished me to 
ask you if you would mind adding one more family to your 
district visiting list? I thought I had better catch you up, 
as I should not be able to call at The Cedars to-day." 

" Not at alL I shall be very glad. Who are the people ?" 

" They are firom the north, I believe. Holmes their name 
is. They have come here as so many families have come 
lately, at the rumour of work, and after having spent all 
they possess in getting here, are now in the greatest want. 
The wife is very ill too." 

" I will go there this afternoon. Where do they live?" 

"Just at the fiirther end of Mill Cottages, No. 9, the last 
one before turning into Factory Lane." 

" O, I know ! Yes ; I will go there to-day. I may help 
them, I suppose?" 
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" Yes, as far as we know, they seem respectable people. 
How is Mrs. Elsmore, Maude ?" 

"Oh, pretty well, thank you — ^but not able to get out 
at all." 

" No ; I suppose not Good morning — ^thank you." And 
so saying, Mr. Glenden raised his hat and left them. 

For some little distance they walked on in silence, then 
Maude said, 

" What are you thinking about, Cousin Madge ?" 

" I was thinking of the different things I might do, and 
not do, to help me on, this Lent" 

" But Madge, what's the good?" 

"It makes one more sony, contrite, for being so 
Wicked." 

" Does it ? Then I wonder why mamma won't let me." 
' " Won't let you what, Maude ?" 

"Fast, Cousin Madge. She won't, I know, because it 
seemed so nice and grand seeing you this morning, that 
after breakfast I went up to see mamma, and I asked her if 
I mightn't fast too, because you did, and she said, she 
couldn't let me eat less because it was Lent" 

" I see. But eating isn't the only thing, Maudie." 

" Isn't it? I thought it was." 

" Oh, no ; you can fast just as well in other ways, and 
j^ou can fast even when you are eating." 
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" 1 don't know what you mean, Madge dear, I don't un- 
derstand you." 

" Then I'll tell you. Fasting means, the giving up en- 
tirely of one's own will — ^to chasten oneself during the forty 
days — like so many years ago, our Saviour set us the ex- 
ample in the wilderness. Of course, a life of self-denial is 
always the life one ought to lead, but Lent is more espe- 
cially a time to test oneself in such matters — (do you imder- 
stand me, Maudie?) for it doesn't do to be only sorry — ^if we 
are really sorry we shall show it by the diflference in our 
lives, if we are not really sorry (only ^cy we are,) we shall 
go on in the old way." 

" Yes) I do imderstand you ; but you said we could fast 
even when we were eating. I don't know what that 
meant." 

" Ah, yes, and so we can. Don't you see, if we wish to 
show our contrition by giving up food, and then our mother, 
or some one put in authority over us, forbids us doing this, 
then the very fact of our giving it up is fasting." 

" Then I shall be fasting, because I am not to give up 
eating?" 

" No, Maudie ! I'm afraid I can't say it would be fasting 
in your case." 

" Why shouldn't it be in mine, as much as in anybody 
else's?" 
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" Because — Maudie, what did you say a little while ago 
was your motive for wishing to fast? wasn't it because it 
seemed so ' nice and grand/ and because I did ?" 

Maudie was an honest little girl, so she answered at once, 
"Yes, it was, Cousin Madge; but I should like to fast 
really and truly now, and there's nothing I can do." 

" Ah, yes there is, darling. There are plenty of little 
pleasures which can be given up, and plenty of little dis- 
agreeables waiting to be done cheerfully for your Lenten Fast. 
I knew some one who, for a whole Lent, never once touched 
his piano, and he was so passionately fond of music. Ah, 
that was a real act of fasting ! You cannot imagine, Maudie, 
what it must have been to him." 

" No, I can't I know / should be very glad not to have to 
play any more horrid scales and exercises for a whole Lent." 

"Then, Maudie—?" 

" Oh, I know what you mean ! Cousin Madge. I wit/ 
try. I won't grumble at all, at least, I'll try not, when I 
have to go and practise. Then will that be fasting?" 

For Maude, not possessing any particular talent for music, 
was in the habit of finding the daily hour of plodding at the 
piano very trying to her peace of mind, and though ordi- 
narily a very even-tempered little lassie, when the dreaded 
two o'clock came, the smooth brow would gather over, and 
lAe merry voice have quite a peevish ring in it, as reluctantly 
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she would take her place before the piano. Often too had 
she been known to give vent to her feelings in the remark, 
that she "wished music had never been invented/' no 
wonder, poor child, she had never yet made the spirit of 
music speak in her feeble little attempts. 

Of all this, Margery was well aware, and she knew that if 
Maude kept to her resolution she would be giving the best 
service she could, so she answered, 

" Yes, dear, it will ; and you will try, won't you, to keep 
it up all through Lent, and not leave oflf trying when the 
novelty is past ?" 

" Yes, I will try. Oh, I don't think I shall forget" 

"Don't be too sure. I recollect thinking so too, and 
failing. I, like you, was always very anxious to fest when 
Ash- Wednesday came, but as Lent went on, by degrees I 
would leave oflf fasting, or only take it up now and then, 
when the fancy seized me. At last one day. Aunt Millicent 
told me she thought it would be better for me, on Fast days, 
not to set myself to do so many things, as it seemed I had 
not the strength of mind to keep on with them, it would be 
better far, she said, to restrict myself in one thing only, and 
not break the rule, than in so many little things, none of 
which I kept honestly. Well, so I decided that my one 
particular act of fasting (I was only a little girl,) should be 
that I would take but one piece of buttex ^ \s«a^855b^. Ssst 
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the three weeks of Lent that remained. I don't care about 
going into such minute details as this, as a rule, Maudie, but 
I want you to thoroughly understand. Well, I felt quite 
sure of myself this time. I quite laughed at the thought of 
failure. The first week passed, and I had no wish to alter, 
but, would you believe it ? after a little I found myself mak- 
ing excuses in my own mind, such as, *on my birth-day 
there could be no harm in taking a larger piece, dry bread 
and birth-days didn't go at all well together,' and then after 
having once broken through my rule, I went from bad to 
worse ; the one bit of butter grew bigger and bigger, and so 
by the end of Lent it had become large enough to last me 
through the whole of breakfast, and still I cheated myself 
that I had been fasting, because that all the while I had 
never taken more than one piece ! Fancy, Maude ! after all 
my resolutions !" 

" And what did your aunt say ?" 

" She did not know anything about it at the time ; she 
had been sent for to be with her sister-in-law, who was dying, 
in Wales, a fortnight before. It was after she came home 
that she asked me how I had got on during her absence. I 
told her all about it then ; and very much ashamed of my- 
self I felt, as you may imagine." 

" Did she scold you, Cousin Madge ?" 

^^Oh, DO. I don't remember her ever scolding me. When 
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I was naughty she always let me see I had grieved her, but 
never scolded, dear Aunt MJlly !" 

" Then what did she say ?" 

"She reminded me that I must have trusted too much in 
myself, and forgotten to ask for help to keep my resolve ; 
and it was all true, Maudie, I had. Then she said I was 
doing more harm than good by merely playing at fasting — 
it was a mockery acting thus ; but here we are, dear, and 
you will only have just time to get off your things before 
luncheon, so off with you, and be as quick as ever you can, 
childie." 



CHAPTER II. 



'* Untir'd is He in mercy's task, 
Then tire not thou to ask, 
He says not, * Yesterday I gave, 
Wilt thou for ever crave T 
He every moment waits to give, 
Watch thou unwearied to receive." 

Lyra Innocmtium, 



" T^ELL the children not to make such a noise. Tabby. 
O tell them not to," said a weak voice from a miser- 
able bed in one comer of a small room« It^^&^^^iKsv'SQSKt^- 



1 2 Tabby s White Hyacinth ; 

t ■ 

ing Mrs. Holmes who feebly said the words ; it was evi- 
dently an effort to say even that one sentence, and her head 
sank back again on the heap of rags which served for a 
pillow as she finished speaking. 

Seated on the edge of the bed, with a tiny bundle held 
carefully in her arms, was Tabby, our little morning friend, 
for it was the afternoon of that same day, Ash-Wednesday, 
and the pitiful expression which had attracted the attention 
of Maude Elsmore, a few hours before, on Tabby's little 
thin face, was still there, only a little more pitiful now, and 
her mouth a little more pinched about the comers. 

" Twon't be no good,, mother," she said, slipping down 
from the bed, and going to the door, with her tiny baby still 
in her arms, " they're hungry, and cross, mother, and very 
cold, but I'll see to 'em ;" then she disappeared, baby and 
all, down the rickety staircase. 

" Ah !" sighed the poor woman, raising herself a little to 
look after the child. " Ah, it goes to my heart to see them 
want Oh, Lord ! how long is it to last ?" 

Downstairs Tabby was administering reproofs all roimd 
between the pauses of soothing the baby, who had begun to 
cry, out of sympathy I suppose with the others. 

" Quiet, do !" she exclaimed ; " there's mother's Jiead 
aching so, that get to sleep she can't, and all because of you 
cMdren } and th&[€^ this precious baby," rocking it vigor- 
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ously as she spoke, " crying her little eyes out, the darlin, 

(then hush-a-bye baby on the ^,) and was as quiet as 

quiet could be along of mother and me, (tree top.) O dear, 
O dear ! who'd be the eldest of nine, and most of them 
twins !" cried this poor little woman, as she divided her at- 
tention between quieting the little hungry ones, and singing 
the well-known luU-a-bye, "hush-a-bye baby on the tree top," 
to the infant in her arms. 

It seemed a hopeless task to still them all. Jim and 
Lizzie were quarrelling together ; the next two (twins) were 
crying. Tim, because Kitty had pushed him down, and 
Patty because Tim did, always quite sufficient reason for 
her. The two younger ones, Bessie and Hal, were crying 
too, one because she was " so hungry," the other, because 
he was " so cold." Altogether there was quite a disturb- 
ance going on in that little downstairs room, 

I have no doubt but that Tabby would have proceeded 
to bestow a few slaps indiscriminately here and there, were 
it not that she knew the noise would increase in that case ; 
so for the sake of her sick mother, she restrained herself to 
merely shouting so as to make herself heard to her refrac- 
tory little family — still going on with her song every now 
and then for the peculiar benefit of the baby. 

"Jim ! you let go that stick ! I*d like to know why you 
don't go and pick up some more, instead of fussiixj^cs^^s. -^k. 
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little bit like that? (hush, hush, hush-a-bye baby !) Twins ! 
what are you crying for? Kitty pushed you down, did she ? 
well, that's no reason why (on the tree top,) Patty need set 
up a crying too — stop directly, I say ! (when the wind blows 
the cradle will — ) Oh, Bessie ! Hal ! my dears, I've got 
nothing for you ! (rock !) I can't make you warm. Oh, do 
stop crying, all you children, 'cos mother's so bad." 

Then opening the cottage door, she repeated her order 
to the two elder ones to be off in search of more sticks, 
adding, if they could pick up a good bundle, she would be 
able to get a fire lighted against * father's' coming home. 

Jim and Kitty soon returned with some sticks, and the 
fire was then lighted. 

"Come and sit down here, you children," Tabby said, 
when at last their crying had ceased ; " come and sit on the 
floor all round me, and I'll tell you what I see this morning 
when I went to Church ; and you're not to speak or move 
scarce at all, 'cos baby's gone off again. Well, I see staring 
, at me, one of the prettiest little ladies I ever see afore, and 
she were sitting along with another lady as were all in black, 
and the beautifulest face she had as never was 1" 

" Oh," said all the children, but I don't think they were 
very much interested. 

' " Yes," resumed Tabby, " and d' you know I see them 
again in the lane, and they wasn't no further off fi:om me 
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than the door, and the little one says, says she, (I couldn't 
be off hearing, she was so near,) * Oh, look at that little girl 1 
I see her in Church, and she was all of a sliiver !' and the 
beautiful lady said, said she, ' we'll try and find out somat 
about her,' she did really, so p'raps some day they'll come 
and see us, like Sister Lucy did, down at Litton." 

Here Patty seemed on the verge of tears again. " I wants 
to go back to Litton !" she said \ " we'd bread and bacon 
sometimes there ! Oh 1 I wants to go back to Litton !" 
Tabby hastily changed the subject ; she knew that if Patty 
once began crying, Tim would immediately follow her ex- 
ample, and there would be an end to all peace and quiet 

" Oh, but listen, Patty, and I'll tell you some more about 
the littlest lady. She'd got the queerest hair as ever I see ; 
it was just like them doiises in the toy shop windows, and 
all of a frizzle, like — ." 

" Go on, Tabby," said the children, but Tabby wouldn't 
go on. 

"I'm pretty nigh sure," she said, getting up from the 
ground, " I heard a knock at the door !" and she walked 
across the cottage and opened it. 

" May I come in ?" asked a very sweet voice, " and does 
Mrs. Holmes live here?" It was Margery Underleigh, with 
Maudie by her side. 

" Yes, she does," Tabby said, with a funny little oixtej^^ 
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"leastways, if you can call it living. Yes, please 'm, 
come in/' 

Some of the children put their fingers in their mouths, 
some didn't, all opened their eyes very widely. 

" Oh, the darling little baby !" Maude exclaimed in an 
ecstasy. " Madge, it's the little girl we saw in Church this 
morning," she added in a low voice. 

"How is your mother?" Madge asked. "Mr. Glenden, 
one of the clergymen, asked me to call and see her — can I ?" 

" Yes 'm," said Tabby, leading the way to the foot of the 
stairs ; " only you'll please mind how you goes up, 'cos there's 
a hole as big as my shoe in that step, as is seven from where 
you stands and six from the top." 

" Perhaps you had better go up first," said Madge ; " and 
ask her if she would like to see me." 

" Sure to, leastways I'd say so, if it was me," and giving 
a grim little smile at her queer little compliment. Tabby 
ascended the stairs to her mother's room. 

Madge turned back into the room. " I shall leave you 
down here, you know, Maude," she said ; " yes, it is the 
same little girl we saw this morning ; and oh, what a num- 
ber more !" 

" And two just alike ; only look, Cousin Madge ! the dear 
little things ! you are twins, ar'nt you ?" 

Tim and Patty took their fingers out of their mouths, 




p. 17. 
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looked at each other, nodded gravely, and then put them 
in again. 

" Yes, miss, that they are !" cried Tabby's ready little 
voice. Maude looked round, but there was no Tabby to be 
seen, only her very worn-out shoes were visible at present, 
as she came slowly down the stairs, then as by degrees her 
whole figure came in sight, it became apparent that she held 
this time, not one baby only, but two — " and so are these !" 
she added, triumphantly, and with intense pride, " and only 
a week old come to-morrow !" 

"Oh, let me hold one," Maude cried; "please let me 
hold one, I won't drop it indeed." 

Tabby looked a little surprised; she had been accus- 
tomed to nurse babies ever since she could remember, and 
had never let one fall that she knew of, so she wondered 
for a moment what she could mean, then willingly gave up 
one of the sleeping babies into Maude's arms. 

Before going up stairs Madge said a few kind words of 
praise respecting the two babies, to Tabby's great satisfac- 
tion. After she had gone, the latter began to do the 
honours of the desolate little house to Maude. 

" May be you'll sit down, miss ?" she said, dragging the 
only chair in the room over to where Maude was standing, 
" but you'll please to take care as it don't give way — one of 
the legs is a bit shaky ;" then seeing ti^-aX Wso^^^ \^^^^^ 

c 
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a little dismayed she added reassuringly, " IVe never known 
it give way but once, and then 'twas fether as did it" 

Maude sat down on the very extreme edge of the chair, 
feeling anything but happy in her mind, and holding the 
precious baby tightly with both arms in case of accident 

" I saw you in Church this morning,'' Maude said at last ; 
" I never saw you there before." 

'* Twasn't likely. I haven't never been there afore. We 
only come here last Wednesday week, and I wishes we was 
well back again." 

In the meantime, Madge was winning one more heart to 
herself in that Httle upstairs room. 

" Are you a Sister ?" poor Mrs. Holmes said when Madge 
groped her way up the dark staircase. " Are you a Sister? 
you look like one;" and she said truly, for in her black 
dress and with her black crape veil thrown back from her 
pensive face, Madge looked not unlike one. 

"No," Madge answered, softly; "were there Sisters 
where you lived before? Ah, how uncomfortable your head 
looks ! Let me try and rest it a little easier for you ; — there, 
that is better, isn't it?" 

"Yes, it is, a deal better, and thank you kindly, miss. 
Yes, there were Sisters down at Litton ; they were real good 
to me." Then as a faint colour came into the poor woman's 
£ace, she added, as if in apology for the rags, " Time was 
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when things wasn't as they are now, and my linen it were a 
picture. I wish I were a girl again with father and mother 
at home." 

" Poor woman, poor thing," Madge murmured soothingly, 
and she laid her soft hand on the thin one which roved so 
restlessly on the tattered coverlet " God help you, poor 
thing." 

" Ah, ifs easy to talk, miss ! ifs easy to talk ! and I be- 
lieved like you once. Ifs easy to believe when aU's going 
on well; it ain't so easy when there's no work to be had, and 
the children starving for want of food. I wish they'd some 
of them have died when they was babies, I do ! and now 
there's two more of them. Oh, Lord !" 

" Hush, hush ! you mustn't talk so : you are ill now, and 
that makes it all look so gloomy to you. You must not ex- 
cite yourself, or I must go. Come now, recollect, your hus- 
band has work to-day, I know." 

<< And what's a day's work among so many of us ? Think, 
miss — ^nine little hungry children ! and me ill in bed ! No, 
no, miss ; it ain't 'cos I'm ill that I'm that despairing as I 
wish we was all dead. Only look and see, miss, for yourself, 
and youll find if s true. Look at me ! look at the little uns 
— ^you can a'most count the bones !" 

" Listen," Madge said ; " did you ever, when you were a 
girl at home, hear this ?" And she so^l^ t^^^'aX^^ — 
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** Oh let him, whose sorrow 
No relief can find, 
Trust in God, and borrow 
Ease for heart and mind. 

*' Where the mourner weeping 
Sheds the secret tear, 
God His watch is keeping. 
Though none else is near. 

" God will never leave thee. 
All thy wants He knows, 
Feels the pams that grieve thee, 
Sees thy cares and woes. 

" Raise thine eyes to heaven 
When thy spirits quail. 
When by tempests driven. 
Heart and courage fail. 

** When in grief we languish 
He will dry the tear. 
Who His children's anguish 
Soothes with sorrow near. 

" All our woe and sadness. 
In this world below. 
Balance not the gladness, 
We in heaven shall know. 
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"Jesus, Holy Saviour, 
In the realms above 
Crown us with Thy favour, 
Fill us with Thy love. Amen." 

One or two tears came into the poor woman's eyes, and 
rolled slowly down her cheek. 

" I used to sing it," she said ; " it was father^s favourite : 
but oh dear 1 I kave prayed, and it don't seem no use." 

" But indeed it is. Think, perhaps I am sent here in an- 
swer to your prayer. I trust happier times are yet in store 
for you, only don't give up praying. I know it sometimes 
seems that God does not hear, but one should not give up 
for that reason ; rather one should pray all the more. He 
is but trying our constancy and endurance. Oh, don't give 
up praying. The reason we do not get what we ask for is, 
that we tire of the asking so soon," 

" You're an angel, if ever there was one ! Ah, lady, 
you'll please overlook the liberty I've took with you ; but 
if s done me good, it has, to speak my mind out And 
you'll come again, won't you ?" as Margery got up to go. 

" Yes, I'll come again soon. Can you spare your eldest 
little girl, in about half an hour's time, to come to The 
Cedars ? Mrs. Elsmore is so kind as to give away several 
little things, which will I hope make you better." 

" Yes, miss, Tabby shall go, and tbas&. >j<:w.'^Kss!kS^^'^^«v 
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sure. You're the only friend I have here. Thank you — 
thank you." 

Then Madge left her, and telling Tabby to go to The 
Cedars in half an hour, and Maude having reluctantly given 
up the baby, the two walked home together. 



CHAPTER III. 

" Little things, on little wings, 
Bear little souls to Heaven." 

O IX hyacinth bulbous roots all in a row, and one little 
girl with fuzzy hair, anxiously watching them. 
" They don't move a bit," sjie said, at last " Mamma, 
gardener said one might almost see them grow; but I 
can't." 

The sound did not come from either Mrs. Elsmore or 
Madge, who were both in the room. It was a curious 
sound, and the fact that it was uttered close up to the win- 
dow-pane, added not a little to its effect. 

" Ah I what is that ?" Mrs. Elsmore exclaimed, nervously 
starting from her sofa. 
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" Ifs Tabby !" Maude shouted in glee. "Tabitha Holmes, 
mamma ! you know, the little girl who ^^ 

Maude's voice died away in the distance \ she had scam- 
pered off, hyacinths and all forgotten at the sight of Tabby's 
ugly little face, flattened against the window. 

It was certainly not the hyacinths which had caused the 
" Oh !" of admiration from Tabby, for only a few tiny green 
leaves were visible as yet, and no flowers at all. 

I rather think that the blazing fire, the luxuriantly fur- 
nished room, were sufficient to account for it, though Maude 
in her pride at possessing six hyacinths all her own, put it 
down entirely to them. 

Soon she came back again. " Tabby has come for the 
soup," she remarked, and resumed her former employment. 

This time, however, she appeared restless and distrait, 
standing first on one leg and then on the other, rubbing one 
small hand slowly against the other, and regarding her hya- 
cinths all the time from every point of view \ finally giving 
vent to her feelings thus : 

" All right then. I may as well ^" and seizing one of 

the precious roots in her hand, she disappeared through the 
doorway. 

Tabby's return home that morning was being anxiously 
looked for by the hungry little ones at No. ^^\fs!^C.^^^a5^^. 
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It vas *^soiq> da^,^ as diey called it ; ooe of die tvo dars 
in die week when, dianks to Mis. Eksman, thernqg^look 
Ibiwaid widi some degree of ceitaiDtj to a good dinfT all 
round. 

So the ddkhen all troc^Kd oat to meet Tabbv*, die mo- 
ment die appeared in sa^bti, hexvilf laden widi die ^ft'Mwing 
can of soap in cme hand, and somedaii^ dier knew not 
what, in die odier. 

'^Xow td:e care, tooT she cded i%OiuiBli : *^ir tob 
crowd soir joaH hare die soap onrcr, and modicr won't be 
best pleased ; and if joa opset mj byaciDdi, /shont.' 

-^Yoor whatr dier all asked togcdMSL *"Wlif; dn^ 
n o^hicy but an ow^o * ^ .' 

** It s nothing <■ die soit,*^ Tab&nr auw^red^ ■M<f;»»— ij 
She was bcsih' emplored now in pounqg die soap carefdfy 

a pieiMi^iinn of noe and water, waidQ^ ior die ilack hot 
soup to be added — an anapgcment which mside die soiqi 
list an die loogcc The hpondi she Ind pot cji c ftJy 
awi^ on the mandepasoe; wcO oat of die daUbens lexiL 

-^Jkh, jonwaitafaii^aiiddMii joaH see^"^ she 4 
"^TbebeaBiifiilcstflovcr as never was,»widi a green 
sifs^as has bds hanging: all diewaji 

beiedtBHijbe hlac^magr be whine: unpny 
f ve lilc M. Vk^ and jon kfiep yonr 1 
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" Then it isn't to eat ?" one of the children said, in a dis- 
appointed voice, and one and all lost all further interest in 
it, in the wholly absorbing sight of the soup boiling. 

Shortly after Mrs. Holmes appeared with the twins in her 
arms, and a few minutes later, and all were engaged in 
eating the soup that was both food and drink to them. 

Afterwards Tabby searched about till she found an old 
black bottle broken in the neck. This she careftilly cleaned, 
and filled with firesh water. 

" Now, children !" she said, as she placed the hyacinth 
in its glass ; " now this isn't going to be touched, not if it 
was ever so. Miss Maude's got five, — she's growing them 
to put in the Church come Easter. She's a good young 
lady, if never there wasn't none, and she's savin' up her half- 
pennies, every one of 'em, to go and buy vases, to put 'em 
in. She wants to do something for the Church, same as 
Sisters used to tell us about down at Litton — and so do I. 
Now then, she says, mine shall go with hers: so very 
well ! if I ketches any of you children playing tricks with it, 
I'll be sorry — ^and, so will you !" Having brought her ora- 
tion to a conclusion. Tabby once more raised herself up on 
tiptoe, and put her treasure, her Easter offering, on to the 
mantlepiece again. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

** Ova little lives are kept in equipoise 
By opposite attractiofis and desires ; 
The struggle of the instinct that enjoys. 
And the more noble instinct that aspires. 

** These perturbations, this perpetual jar 
Of earthly wants and aspirations high. 
Come from the influence of an nnseen star. 
An undiscovered planet in our sky." 

Longfellow. 

" T ET us deny ourselves in some one thing, during the 
forty days, for our Lenten fast, and so make it, in 
the end, our Easter offering,'' Madge had said, and it was 
this that had caused Maude to determine to save up her 
pocket money, instead of spending it upon herself, for the 
purpose of procuring for the Church (which was being re- 
stored, and to be ready by Easter Sunday,) two small bronze 
vases for the altar. There were already a pair of tall ones, 
but smaller ones were wanted to fill the little niche on each 
side of the marble Altar Cross ; and Maude had great hap- 
piness in thinking that her Lenten fast might be that of 
denying herself the many little gratifications her pocket 
money usually afforded her, in order that these vases might 
/?ff her Easter offering. 
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" And my hyacinths will be out by then, Cousin Madge, 
won't they?" she said, " and they will just fill them." 

And so, (with Mrs. Elsmore's consent, for of course no- 
thing was to be done without that, Madge said,) a little 
money box was set up, into which Maude dropped, every 
Monday, her weekly allowance. 

Margery also was preparing an Easter oflfering. Every 
morning, before others were stirring, she was hard at work, 
illuminating the texts which were to beautify the walls of 
the chancel. It was no easy task, on those cold dark morn- 
ings, rising fully an hour before her usual early hour ] but 
not a morning passed but found her, working cheerfully 
away by candle light, (her colours always mixed the day 
before, so that the illuminations did not suffer for the lack 
of daylight,) till the distant sound of a single Church bell 
warned her that eight o'clock, the hour for matins, was ap- 
proaching. 

Many a time, when the sound of her little alarum roused 
Madge at six o'clock to darkness and cold, the longing to 
shut her eyes and go back to her dreams again, would come 
over her, each time to be overcome with the strong effort 
that came to her aid by prayer only. 

Mrs. Elsmore was engaged in embroidering with exquisite 
taste a set of fine linen for the altar. And doubtless she too 
had her Lenten fasting to go througJ\be£ox^>Jw^^^^^'>fr^- 
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And so the days went by, with their temptations and 
crosses, and their victories. 

There was one occasion in particular on which poor 
Maude nearly failed altogether. And it is not gready to be 
wondered at, for what little girl can resist the temptation of 
wishing for a really beautiful doll ? — ^and it was a very beau- 
tiful one, that so nearly proved too much for Maude. 

On the morning to which I am alluding she had been out 
walking with her maid, and, came in with shining eyes, and 
glowing cheeks. 

" Oh, mamma 1" she cried, rushing into the drawing-room ; 
** only think ! the very loveliest doU you ever saw, with real 
hair ! opens and shuts its eyes ! ! and says ' papa' and 
* mamma' ! ! ! And oh ! Mrs. Cotton says it's to be raffled 
for on Easter Monday, for only half-a-crown a share. So 
mayn't I put in ?" 

At this climax, Maude became breathless, and could say 
no more. 

"Well, dear," Mrs. Elsmore said, smiling at her eager 
little daughter ; " I have no objection at all to your joining 
in the raffle, if you like ; only don't be disappointed, if the 
wonderful doll doesn't become your own. Now go and take 
your things off." 

Margery entered the room a few minutes later. " Poor 
Irtt/e Maude/' she said, "I met her just now on the stairs 
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in the greatest excitement about a wax doll she wants to 
raffle for. I hadn't the heart to remind her of her Easter 
Oflfering, and her resolve." 

" Dear me ! and I quite forgot all about it too !" Mrs. 
Elsmore answered. " I told her that I have no objection 
to her putting in if she likes. I'm afraid she will be very 
much disappointed when she does remember." 

Ah, poor little Maudie ! by this time she did recollect — 
but the wish for the doU was too strong in her, and she re- 
fused to listen to the voice of her own little conscience. 

A few minutes later when Madge went up stairs to find 
h», she saw through the open school-room door, Maude 
standing with her back towards her, before her little money- 
box, slowly counting the sixpences it contained, and speak- 
ing her thoughts out aloud, a habit of hers. . 

" It's very hard upon me," grumbled the naughty half of 
her, (we all have naughty halves of us you know, that want 
a great deal of watching,) " there's two, three, four, five, six 
shillings already, and only three weeks gone ! why, by Easter 
I shaU have qver so much more than enough, counting the 
five shillings Uncle Rolf always gives me. It will be too 
late then for the doll, and on/y half-a-crown !" 

**Poor child," Margery thought to herself; "it will be a 
hard struggle for her to give up the doll — if she does," and 
so she went quietly away down the staiis ^Jgikci^ ^^ssssa^sKsssi^ 
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over to herself some lines she had been reading in the 
" Lyra Anglicana" some little time before : — 

" O thou, so weary of thy self-denials, 
And so impatient of thy little cross. 
Is it so hard to bear thy daily trials — 

To count all earthly things a gainful loss?*' 

but hopmg and trusting that strength might come to Maude 
to withstand temptation and be true to her Lenten fast 

When next Maude appeared she evidently wished to avoid 
the doll subject ; and the way in which she evaded looking 
either her mamma or Madge in the face, showed only too 
plainly that self had conquered this time, and that two shil- 
lings and six-pence out of her savings were to be bestowed 
on the great wax doll. 

Before Maude started for her afternoon walk Mrs. Elsmore 
called her to her for a moment. " My darling," she said, 
" when I told you you might put into the raffle I had quite 
forgotten that you were saving up your money for the Church 
vases. I wish you, however, to do exactly as you like 
about it" 

" Oh, well then," thought Maude, as she walked along the 
road towards the town, by the side of her maid, feeling any- 
thing but happy in her mind ; " Oh, well then, nobody can 
blame me when mamma herself says I'm to do as I like, — 
sod so I shall" 
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CHAPTER V. 

" * What wouldst Thou have me to do, O Lord?' 
Think, little child ; thy conscience try, 
Rebellious deed and idle word, 

And selfish thought and envious eye : — 
Hast thou no mark of these ? and yet 
Full in thy sight His Law was set, 
O, if He joy'd the Cro^s to bear. 
With patience take thy little share." 

Lyra Innocentium. 

T F there was one habit of Tabby's which was, perhaps, not 
the very best of manners, it was that habit of flattening 
her face against window panes, for the express purpose of 
observing with the greater ease whatever was going on within. 
We have caught her at it once before ; you remember the 
time when she startled poor nervous Mrs. Elsmore, with her 
admiring " Oh !" and now we are going to find her again 
with the brim of her bonnet pushed into all sorts of shapes, 
by constant pressing against glass windows, and uttering this 
time, not one " Oh !" merely, but many. 

The great attraction is Mrs. Cotton's toy shop 3 one of the 
largest and best shops in Willowdale, and the object on 
' which Tabby's eyes are fixed so intently, is the large wax 
doll, deservedly the admiration of all beholders. 
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" Oh, lor !" she said at last, turning away with a sigh of 
rapture ; " if it isn't the most splendaciousest thing as never 
was ! — ^why, Miss Maude, it's never you !" 

"Tabby! you here?" 

" Oh, Miss Maude ! come ! only look ! did you ever now? 
— Get up as close as me. Miss Maude. — Oh, splendacious 1 !" 

Tabby looked admiringly round, fully expecting to see 
Maude with her face as close to the window pane as her 
own, and was greatly surprised to see her with one foot on 
the doorstep, on the point of entering the shop. 

" You're never going in there. Miss Maude !" she observed 
in an awe-struck tone of voice. 

" Yes, I am. I'm going to pay this, and perhaps I shall 
get the dolL" 

" It's a sight of money," Tabby said, looking from the 
half-crown Maude held in her hand to the doll, and then 
back again to the half-crown, " but then it's a sight of a 
doU," she added. 

" You surely don't think that that great big doll doesn't 
cost more than this ?" Maude cried, proud to show oflf her 
knowledge. " Why, it's worth pounds and poimds, and a 
great many people give half-a-crown, and only one gets it." 

"And'Uthatbeyou?" 

" I don't know. I hope so. But there will be a great 
many more, you know, with the same chance as I." 
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" And if you dorit get it, Miss Maude, you'll lose that 
there half-crown ?*' 

" Yes." 

" O, my ! if s a sight of money to lose !" 

Maude still lingered on the doorstep ; it struck her, per- 
haps, that it wds " a sight of money to lose." 

" And how about them vases, Miss Maude ?" Tabby re- 
sumed. 

" What about them ?" Maude asked imeasily. 

"Why, you're never going to pay away all that money 
from your savins ? never !" 

" Yes, I am. There'll be plenty for the vases, I dare say, 
when the time comes." 

" Well," continued Tabby, drawing a deep breath ; " I've 
saved fipence three farthings myself, running arrants. I 
dessay I shall get a bit more by Easter ; it ain't much when 
you come to look at half-crowns, but it's all to go fwards 
them vases, and I shouldn't like it to go to anything else." 

" Why not ?" Maude asked nervously. 

" Not when I've bin and gone and saved it a purpose for 
them vases, Miss Maude ; 'tain't likely j same as taking it 
away when once you'd give it, don't you think? I'd a 
dearly liked a penny of it this morning to buy one of them 
rattles for the littlest twinses, but I wouldn't have took it, 
let it be never so." 
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** Now, Miss Maude," said the maid's brisk voice from 
within the shop, where she had been making a few purchiases 
on her own account; "aren't you coming in, dear? there's 
only one ticket left for the raffle, Mrs. Cotton says ; you're 
only just in time." 

Maude blinked her eyes several times, and seemed to 
swallow something in her throat. " No, thank you, Moss," 
she said, " please tell Mrs. Cotton I'm not going to put into 
the raffle at all," and then she turned, and bravely shutting 
her eyes to the glories of the waxen beauty, proceeded on 
her way home. 

Tabby looked after her in blank astonishment, " Well, of 
all the queer starts I ev — " she began, when Maude looked 
back. 

"Good-bye, Tabby," she said. "You are right, and I 
was wrong. It shall all go to the vases." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

" One by one bright gifts from heaven, 
Joys are sent thee here below ; 
Take them readily when given. 
Ready, too, to let them go. 

"One by one thy griefs shall meet thee. 
Do not fear an armed band ; 
One will fade as others reach thee, 
Shadows passing through the land." 

A. A. Procter. ^ 

"The LoiId gave and the Lord hath taken away : Blessed be the 
Name of the Lord." 

m 

A FEW days later, and the dreaded summons to India 
arrived. Having been in England for so long, it was 
only natural that Madge should feel more sorrow in leaving 
its shores and friends behind her, than pleasure in the pros- 
pect of rejoining her parents, who were to her, in consequence 
of their long separation, but little better than strangers, 
though doilbtless the aflfection would be revived. 

To Mrs. Elsmore it was as if she were parting with a 
daughter, and Maude was inconsolable. 

What made it doubly hard to bear was that the ship which 
would take Madge from them was to sail o^ ^k^& ^^j^saSiss:^ 
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before Easter Day, so that though they had been able to 
share together their Lenten trials, it was not to be that they 
should share together their Easter joys. 

It was all so hurried. A week after the tidings airived 
Madge had to be in readiness to start, and so every minute 
of time had its full employment 

In order to finish the scrolls for the Church Margery had 
to rise half an hour earlier stilL " I shall have plenty of 
time to rest afterwards," she would say, in reply to Mrs. 
Elsmore's anxious remonstrance. 

" O, but it won't be a bit like Easter," poor little Maude 
sobbed out on one occasion. 

" Why, childie !" Madge replied, taking the sorrowing little 
one in her arms ; " you can't mean that, I'm sure ! Nothing 
can take away from the Easter joy, you know. I shall have 
mine all the same, notwithstanding that my Church will be 
the ship, and only sea and sky all round me ; and you will 
have yours just the same too, with mamma to share it with 
you. Come, cheer up, Maude." 

The letter had arrived on a Saturday, so it was very trying 
to all to know that the next day would be the last Sunday in 
England for perhaps years. 

However, they got through the morning services pretty 
well, and the teaching in the Sunday-school. After which 
Maude began to show signs of coming showers. She fol- 
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lowed Madge about wherever she went, like her shadow, 
and it was not long before an unguarded remark called forth 
a torrent of tears ; indeed, it was only by dint of holding 
forth terrible threats, one of which was that of not being 
allowed to go with Madge to Church that last Sunday even- 
ing, that Maude was reduced to comparative calmness. 

I'm afraid she did not attend quite as well as usual to the 
service, in consequence of " the last time" ringing in her 
ears the whole time ; and it was certainly more than human 
nature could expect of her, to prevent several large tears 
roUing down her face during the singing of the last h)ann, 
or to help holding Margery's hand very tightly during the 
sermon. 

There was another little tearful face in the Church besides 
Maude's, also watching Madge with very red eyes — such red 
eyes that ugly little Tabitha Holmes looked uglier than ever. 
Tabby sat with the school-children now, heading the long 
row down the middle saisle of the Church, with her bonnet 
all on one side. 

On Sunday Tabby was always to be found in her place in 
Church, and in Margery's class at school. On week days, 
however, she could not be spared from her household duties 
to attend to her education, which was a pity, as it could 
hardly be called " finished." 

Jim and Kitty were also there, sitting some t<w!L ok. ^w^^ 
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forms below Tabby, but not so far oflf but that by turning 
round the latter could keep a good sharp look-out on their 
mode of conducting themselves. And she did it too: it 
baffles my powers of description to describe the extent to 
which Tabby looked after those two unfortunate children, 
frowning frantically at them on every possible occasion, and 
making signs perfectly unintelligible to all but herself, for 
the express purpose of following out a self-imposed duty, 
namely, of " keeping her eye on them." 

Tabby often received sharp reproofs from the teachers, to 
the effect that she would do well to " keep her eyes to her- 
self and mind her own book." But Tabby clearly thought 
she could do better, by passing the advice on to her young 
family. 

This Sunday, however, she had dismissed Jim and Kitty 
and their shortcomings from her thoughts, in consequence 
of the overwhelming calamity which was threatening her as 
well as Maude. And her small brother and sister felt more 
at their ease than ever before ; free from the embarrassment 
of continually catching Tabby's terrible eye sternly regarding 
them, as I have already described. 

Altogether, coming to Willowdale had not turned out so 
badly for the Holmes family. . Holmes was now in constant 
employment, and, to use his wife's peculiar expression^ 
'* times was Jooking up." 
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Jim and lizzie were every morning packed oflF to school, 
leaving the cottage comparatively quiet till their return. 
Mrs. Holmes, now that she was up and about again, had suc- 
ceeded, with Tabby's aid, in giving to the litde cottage a more 
homely look than from its first appearance seemed possible. 

Do you remember, Margery had told Mrs. Holmes that 
much of the reckless broken-heartedness to which she had 
given way during her illness, arose from weakness ? and she 
was right " It's easy to talk," the poor woman had said, 
on that first visit of hers, when Madge tried to instil into her 
some of the simple ^th and trust that were hers ; ^^ If s 
easy to talk." Ah ! and so it is. We cannot imagine half 
the trials which the poor at our very gates havfe to undergo. 
No wonder that at times, in the midst of wretchedness and 
want, it becomes a hard matter to keep in sight the blessed 
promises held out to us all alike. 

But, as I said before, the state of affidrs in No. 9, Mill 
Cottages was certainly in a more hopefiil condition than 
formerly. Holmes had taken some pains with the floor, 
which before had threatened to sprain everybody's ancles ; 
the one broken chair had also been repaired; and the 
hitherto bare walls of the cottage were beginning to look 
quite cheerfiil and bright, with a number of illustrations, 
which Maude had been carefiilly collecting for a time past, 
for the purpose of ornamenting some cottage walls. 
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These pictures were the source of much gratification to 
Tabby and her small brothers and sisters, every one of 
whom, with the exception, of course, of the babies, had 
helped to paste them up all over the place, and not a single 
one pf them straight ; however, fAat didn't matter a bit, none 
of them ever finding it out. 

But the two considered to be the gems of the collection, 
were a coloured illustration of little Red Riding-hood, and a 
yellow dog, pronounced to be the very image of Miss Maude 
and her dog " Boots -" and the other, though not a coloured 
one, of a girl standing pensively before a piano, with the 
words, " I cannot sing the old songs," printed beneath, 
which was considered to be the very image of Miss Margery 
(all striking likenesses !) These two pictures accordingly 
held the highest places of honour, (only to be reached by a 
chair,) and were always the first to be pointed out to every 
fresh comer, causing unboimded satisfaction to all parties. 

But now it seemed that the living likeness of the picture 
over the mantlepiece was going to leave them all, and all 
the faces, that Sunday afternoon, looked more or less glum, 
when Tabby, on her return firom Church, related the sad 
news. 

" Oh, baby, baby," she cried, as she rocked one of the 
infants on each arm to sleep, " you'll be growed so as she'll 
never know you when she comes back agin ; then * See-saw, 
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Miss Margery Daw/ (Tabby not considering it polite to 
omit the * Miss' in singing the nursery rhyme.) O dear, O 
dear ! wish I'd something to give her, I do. There's Miss 
Maude, baby," Tabby went on, always addressing one or 
other of the infants, " she's going to make her a handkercher 
case, lovely ! she says ; O just so ! baby, but she's got it all 
by her for to do it with, and I've nothing, baby — ^nothing at 
all ; unless — , why if there ain't my hyacinth ! Wonder, 
now, if it would hurt to give her one of them flowers ? 
There's two, there is, and Miss Maude says as there's very 
often never but one. Just one to carry in her hand, baby, — 
but there, I don't much like to, neither, after the/ve bin and 
growed a purpose for Easter Day — ^and I don't much fancy 
as she'd like it, neither ; no more I don't, so 'twon't do, 
babies, there ain't nothing nohow." 

One of the babies certainly seemed to share in Tabby's 
sorrows, at least judging from the way in which she refused 
to be comforted. She was smaller than her little twin 
brother, and did not thrive so well as he did. Such a poor 
little old-looking baby, she was ; with large wondering blue 
eyes, that always seemed to be plaintively asking why she 
suffered so much more than her twin. 

"Ah! her'll never make old bones!" the neighbours 
would shake their heads and remark consolingly to Mrs. 
Holmes. 



42 Tabby's White Hyacinth ; 

Easter Day had been arranged for the christening of the 
babies, Madge having promised to be one of the godmothers. 
Now, however, it would have to be sooner, and it was for 
the piuTpose of arranging the day, that Madge was wending 
her steps the following afternoon to Mill Cottages. 

She found on entering Mrs. Holmes vainly trying to 
quiet the little girl-baby, who was crying piteously in her 
arms. 

" I don't really think as she can be so well, the pretty 
dear,'* she said, anxiously, as Margery stooped to kiss the 
little thing ; " she do nothing but cry, cry, cry, all day long, 
and a good part of the night too." 

" I should certainly get Mr. Richards to look at her, if I 
were you,'* Madge answered ; " it can't be right for her to go 
on like that : and do you know, I fear she looks smaller 
every day." 

" So we all say. Well, I should feel easier like in my 
mind to have him, there's no denying it ; and if you wouldn't 
mind me sending Tabby for him now, miss, I'd take it very 
kind : I'd like for you to hear what he says of her, dear 
lamb." 

Poor Tabby looked wistfully back as she left the cottage, 

every minute was precious now in Madge's society. Very 

soon there would be no precious minutes at all : it was very 

trywg^ to have to give up one of the few golden occasions, 
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but a grand opportunity of conquering self, and so she 
went briskly qflf without a word, and was back again in 
less than five minutes, having run all the way there and back. 

Mr. Richards was from home, but, Tabby said, the servant 
promised to send him as soon as he returned from the patient 
with whom he was engaged. 

Margery waited as long as she was able, but her coming 
departure from England gave her little time for her own dis- 
posal, and she had to hurry home. The following Thursday 
was fixed for the christening, though Madge as she left the 
cottage begged that in case the child grew worse, Mr. 
Veryan, the Vicar, might at once be sent for to baptize it, 
promising also herself to be in readiness to go to them at 
any time. The baby was quieter now, save for a little half 
uttered moan now and then. 

It was the next morning — so early that no one but Mar- 
gery was yet stirring at The Cedars, that a hurried ring came 
at the door bell, and Madge looking out of her studio win- 
dow, saw with quick understanding of what was amiss, Tabby, 
shivering at the door. 

It was the work of a moment to hurry down, open it her- 
self, and let the poor child in. " Oh, Miss Margery, Miss 
Margery !" she gasped out, clasping her dress tightly in her 
despair. "Only come! and, oh, be quick, Miss Madge, 
dear ; baby's dying !" 
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" What ever is the matter ?" asked a half-frightened voice 
on the stairs, and one of the maids appeared. " Oh, Miss 
Underleigh ! youll catch your death of cold standing there 
with the door open !" 

Hastily explaining to Helen Where she was going, and 
telling her not to disturb the household, Madge allowed her- 
self to be wrapped up in a warm woollen shawl, and putting 
on her garden hat, which always hung on the hat-stand in 
the hall, she took poor sobbing Tabby's hand and hurried 
away with her. 

" It was in the night. Miss Madge," Tabby said between 
her gasps, " there was a kind of choking noise, and mother 
called to me to strike a light O, and there was baby lying 
all blue, and drawed up as I never see her before! we 
thought she was amost gone, but after a bit she came to her 
pretty self again, the darlin', and father, and mother, and 
me, never went to sleep no more for watching her. She 
revived quite nicely again after that, or I'd have gone and 
fetched Mr. Veryan ; but O, it all come on again, not half 
an hour ago, and I've been and called him up, and then I 
run on to you. Oh, baby, baby !" 

" Did Mr. Richards see her last night ?" 

" Yes, he did ; and he sent her some medicine, and said 

we was to give her cream and water, with a little brandy in 

/t, every quarter of an hour, and so we have j but she's 
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dying. I don't much think he expected she wouldn't, 'cos 
she's a twin, and they ain't easy to rear, when they're delir 
cate; he was very kind, all the same, but that's what he 
said." 

The Vicar was just going into the cottage when they got 
up to the door, and they entered together. The poor little 
baby was lying on its. mother's knee, with the grey shadow 
which so often precedes death all over its wee face ; it was 
altered even since yesterday, so aged and worn with suf- 
fering. 

The poor woman burst out crying when she saw them. 

" Oh, sir ! Oh, Miss Madge !" she wailed out. " It's 
all 'cause of what I said when I was ill. Oh, I said, as I 
wished some of them had died when they were babies! 
but I did not know — I didn^t know what it was to lose 
them !" 

" Hush, hush, my poor woman," the Vicar said, gently. 
" God is merciful. He is our Father, and He knows. He 
often shows His mercy to us by not listening to our rash 
words. Be sure He is taking your child away, perhaps be- 
cause He sees that she is too weak and sickly to have other 
than a suffering life, and in His goodness He spares her the 
pain. Try and believe that all must be well with our 
Father." 

Then the Vicar opened the Prayer Book he held in hk 
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hand, and commenced the little service which was to make 
that infant "a member ofCHRisx, and a child of God, and 
an inheritor of the kingdom of heaven." 

Madge drew Tabby to kneel by her, and held the rough 
hard-working little hand iu hers — ^her only way just then of 
showing the sympathy she felt so much for her and all. 

** Only a baby !" I have heard remarked. Ah, well I — 
well for those who can say " on/y* that they do not know 
what it is. The cords of affection which a little child, even 
if it be "on/y a baby," can twine round our hearts, are 
strong, ay, and perhaps stronger than can well be imagined ; 
the little helpless atom of humanity who clings to us in its 
frail feeble way, can be — God knows, ^ow dear to us ! Who 
can fathom the depths of misery in that mother's heart as 
she leant over her baby ? who but a mother ? What would 
she not have done to save that little life ! When the next 
attack of convulsions shook the tiny frame Mrs. Holmes 
seemed almost beside herself. 

" Oh, I can't abear it ! I can't abear to see her suffer 
so !" she cried, half rismg from her chair. " Oh, Miss Mar- 
gery, do'ee take her, I can't abear it." 

Madge took the little one, O so gently, so tenderly, and 
while the poor mother knelt beside her, the Vicar continued 
the service. 

"Ob, if God would only spare her to me," broke from 
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her then when he closed the book, " I would never cease 
from thankmg Him/' A few more words of comfort and 
sjnnpathy, and the Vicar took his leave. 

Tabby was close at hand all the time, and held the cup 
of thick cream and brandy, which was, humanly speaking, 
the only thing that kept the little child alive. The exhaus- 
tion which came over her after every fit of convulsion was 
very great, and every breath they watched thinking each to 
be the last 

" O, baby one," Madge murmured as she bent over her, 
" sinless little baby — so newly baptised, and so soon to be 
in Paradise, and know so much more than we. O, baby, if 
one could but send messages by you.'' 

It almost seemed as if for an instant a smile hovered over 
the baby's face, perhaps she heard — ^who knows? — ^and then 
just one little sigh — ^and there was one more little soul in 
Paradise, for the baby died. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

** Well may Thy own beloved, who see 
In all their lot their Father's pleasure, 
Bear loss of all they love, save Thee, 
Their living everlasting treasure ! 

** Well may Thy happy children cease 
From restless wishes prone to sin, 
And in Thy own exceeding peace, 
Yield to Thy daily disciplme !" 

A. Q. Waring. 

"DEHOLD this time — ^not a little girl with fuzzy hair 
watching six hyacinths grow—but a little girl with 
hardly any hair at all to speak of, and what there was of it, 
ugly, — ^watching intently, wistfully, eagerly, one hyacinth, 
as it stood in a broken cracked bottle in the window of 
No. 9, Mill Cottages. 

A hard struggle is going on in that poor little honest 
heart of hers — a struggle between two rights, and that is 
sometimes quite as hard to decide as one right and one 
wrong ; and Tabby's brow is puckered up to the last degree 
of perplexity. 

There is a hush over all that little home — a stillness that 
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has never before held possession since the HoUnes family 
settled there — it is the hush of death. 

In the little upstairs room, in one dim comer, lies some- 
thing very wee and white ; it is the baby \ her little restless 
roving eyes are closed, her tiny hands are still ; the little 
one is sleeping there the quiet peaceful sleep we shall all of 
us share alike. The mother loved to have her there, for 
just the little while that left the earthly remains of her darling 
to her, during the day she would many a time steal away 
from her various household duties, to linger a moment or so 
beside her ; the children would creep past the comer of the 
room where she lay, with hushed footsteps and lowered 
voices, but not because they are afraid of the little harm- 
less baby, though that is their sleeping-room as well as 
hers ; they know that she is not dead but sleeping, and 
they do not fear the dead little sleeper any more than they 
fear the living little one in the cradle below. 

Tabby would watch there too ; all the spare moments she 
had were spent by her little sister, and with a lovely deli- 
cacy of feeling she had placed her pure white hyacinth on 
one side of the white-covered box on which the infant lay. 

" It comes as hard again," the weeping mother had said 
that morning with the tears streaming down her face. '^ It 
comes as hard again that I can't bury my own child myself. 
I'd starve for a week if I could get up the money, and so 
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would Holmes, poor ifellow. To think of having to look to 
the parish for her little coffin. Alack ! alack !" 

" Never mind, mother," Tabby had hastily chimed in to 
comfort her ; " never you mind, we'll manage it. You and 
me'll go hungry a bit, and 111 go arrants all the day, and 
there's your work, mother. What with father to help and 
all, we'll manage it ;" and then there had flashed into her 
mind those five pennies three farthings, which were so care- 
fully put away in an old burnt-out night-light she. had one 
day picked up in the street ; however, so much accustomed 
by this time was this good little maid to drive firom her all 
temptation to spend tliis vast fortune on anything but the 
object for which it was intended, that she immediately put 
it firom her mind till later on in the day, her mother revived 
the thought. 

"Tabby, whafs gone of them arrants earnings of yours?" 

" They ain't easy to lay your hand upon," she answered, 
" 'cos I've put the night-light down a mouse hole ; not but 
what I can find 'em in a moment if needs be." 

"Well, find 'em, my dear, they'll have to go towards the 
dear lamb's buryin'." 

The tears sprang into Tabby's eyes, but she said not a 
word — not directly at least ; she waited to gulp down one 
or two rising sobs, and then — 

*'It aia't that I don't want not to help towards getting our 
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baby a coffin, 'cos I do, badly ; but not when it's been saved 
a purpose for the Church, mother?" 

" Well, I don't know, I'm sure. Tabby ; it's a sight better 
than going into debt for it ; I'm afeard as they'll have to go, 
and even then we be still short." 

It was a pitiful sight ; the poor mother and her little old- 
fashioned daughter struggling with their poverty to procure 
' a decent burial for the baby. I said a little while ago that 
now the Holmes family lived in tolerable comfort. True, 
there was enough for all, but only enough^ and an expense 
such as the present one falling upon them necessitated 
painful pinching in order to carry them through with it re- 
spectably. 

So this is why Tabby gazed so intently at her one hyacinth, 
and pondered in her own mind whether or no she would be 
acting rightly if she were to give up her one fond possession 
— sell it, in fact — ^to add one more mite to the sum required. 

It would cost her a pang to part with it, certainly. She 
had not been at all sorry to put the idea away, when it 
first presented itself to her, as possible ; but now, the very 
fact of it being a sacrifice is making her feel that it is right. 

If only she could ask Miss Underleigh ! but then that 
would be the same as asking her for help, and " me and 
mother don't mean to do that, let it be never so." 

Oh, how greatly she had been looking forward to the 
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Easter Eve service, when she might fed that even she, poor, 
ugly, weather-beaten little lassie though she were, had he^>ed 
to beautify the Church — ^fancy Aer hyacinth, reared in a 
broken black bottle, standing among the many beantifiil 
flowers before the altar, — and fency, only to think of Aer 
I>ennie8 helping to procure the little bronze vases for those 
now empty little niches ! But there, that last much looked- 
forward'to hope must vanish with her five pennies tlaee 
farthings, (out of the night-light, in mother's possession now,) 
so "Where's the good of thinking about it all? — if it were 
/ionest for the hyacinth to go, go it should" However, as 
we have aheady seen Tabby's notions respecting honesty 
are thoroughly dependable, (witness her stoutly closing her 
eyes to the " rattle for the twinses,") we will leave her to 
decide for herself, this true, little woman. 

" Please, Teacher " 

" Why, Tabby Holmes, you here to-day !" 

" No, please, Teacher, — only, may be you don't want a 
hyacinth ?" this very wistfully said. 

" A hyacinth ? well, it is a beauty. Do you mean, will I 
buy it?" 

" Yes, please, Teacher, 'cos of burying our baby." 

" Ah, poor little thing ! Yes, I understand, and I will 
I^uy the hysunnth.** 
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And then Miss Day said not a word more on the subject, 
for I think she had great quickness in understanding chil- 
dren, and knew by intuition how to deal with them, and 
their queer ways. 

And Tabby — she went home with the price of her treasure 
tied carefully up in the comer of her pinafore, and a look 
that was not quite crying, not quite laughing, in her eyes. 
Unconsciously Tabby had five minutes before achieved the 
object for which she had been striving during Lent ; she had 
presented her Easter offering, — the greatest piece of self- 
denial in her power had been offered — and accepted, be 
very sure of that. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



" See ! with a heart full of hope, to the earth golden seed thou 
entrustest, 
And with joy in the Spring, waitest to see it appear ; 
Art thou mindful to strew in the furrows of time worthy actions, 
Which for Eternity bloom, calmly by Wisdom's hand sown ?" 

Schiller. 

" JESUS Christ is risen to-day," sang the choir and con- 

•^ gregation of S. Agnes' Church, and among all the 

happy joyful voices joining in the glorious Easter hyma^isv 
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the triumphant cry of " Alleluia," there rose the dear young 
voices of my two little maidens, Maude Elsmore, and Tabitha 
Holmes. 

The beautiful little Church, now a very gem for complete- 
ness and beauty, is one blaze of sunshine ; the bright spring 
rays flash in at all the windows, and through the partly open 
doors the softest colours of the rainbow flicker here and 
there and ever3rwhere, from the white robes of the choristers, 
to the newly-tiled chancel floor, and glance in and out 
amongst the lovely flowers scattered around, and upon 
Maude's little bronze vases with their sweet-scented hya- 
cinths. 

. And now the people raise their glad hearts, and sing aloud 
in their joy, that " Jesus lives." 

"Jesus lives I no longer now 

Can thy terrors, death, appal us ; 
Jesus lives ! by this we know 

Thou, O grave, canst not enthral us. 

AUeluia !" 

Yes, and Margery, too, has her Easter joy, though her 
Easter Day is spent far away in the mighty ship now plough- 
ing her outward bound course through vast blue seas, for is 
it not true, tAat that Madge said to little Maude, " nothing 
can take away from the Easter joy ?" 
■^o, nothing can do that, not even death. " It is a joy 
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the nature of which, thank God, is such that death has no 
power to interfere with it," so wrote one very holy man. 

Maude and Tabby have not forgotten their far-away 
friend. Somewhere or other, deep in their happy little 
hearts, there is the loving remembrance of her ; but at pre- 
sent they are wholly engrossed in the brightness and gladness 
of this glorious day. 

Children's sorrows do not probe deeply in their children's 
hearts. They feel their childish griefs sadly for a time ; but 
the cloud that appears to them so dark and heavy, clears 
away in a moment, as the April shower clears away and 
leaves the sky, if anything, brighter than before. 

Only a week has passed, and Madge is not forgotten — ^no 
not that — ^but she has become a memory, and though, for 
the first day or so, a sorrowful little voice wailed throughout 
The Cedars, " Oh, I wish^ wish^ wish Madge would come 
back !" by degrees it became silent in the excitement of be- 
ginning the first foreign letter Maude had ever had occasion 
to write in her life, and anxiously looking forward to receiv- 
ing one. 

When I was small, I laboured under the mistaken idea 
that litde girls or boys always met with visible rewards for 
good or bad behaviour: the naughty little children were 
all promptly whipped; the good littie child who, for in- 
stance, divided its one crust with a beggar, was immediately 
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presented with a large bun. It is not so in real life ; and 
well for us it is that it is not 

If I were writing this merely by way of a story, I suppose 
I should finish with the description of a large wax doll for 
Maude, and a garden fiiU of hyacinths, and night-light full 
of shillings for Tabby — ^but I am not going to do so. 

I do not mean that we do not receive far more than we 
deserve every minute, every hour, every day of our lives ; 
why yes : but if we were to expect to meet with rewards 
for our miserable attempts at self-denial and discipline, 
the consequence would be we should soon lose sight of 
the object at which we aim, and in our weakness (poor 
weak humanity !) may be should by-and-by merely strive 
after good^ for the sake of the worldly advantage obtained 
thereby. 

If I were to make out that little acts such as these that I 
have described are at all praiseworthy, I had far better have 
not said anything at all about them. My object in writing 
this is merely to show that it is within the power of even 
a little child — rich or poor — to try its little best to take 
up the cross and follow after Him, and to succeed after 
a fashion. 

That these two little girls were the better for their forty 
days' trials, there can be not a doubt. Little habits of self- 
control, commenced then with the real wish to improve, 
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were not likely to be thrown off as soon as Lent was over. 
I am inclined to think and believe that the good seed sown 
then, watered by prayer, and tended by loving hands, will 
thrive and flourish, may be amid many a thorny difficulty, at 
last to be presented, pure little white hyacinths, with fragrant 
souls, for the sweet garden of Paradise, as Easter offerings 
on the last great Easter mom. 



J. MASTBRS AND CO., PRINTERS, ALBION BUILDINGS, BARTHOLOMEW CLOSE, B.C, 



Caks m)i ^toxm iox tl^t §0wn0 



SELECTED FROM 



J. MASTERS & CO.'S CATALOGUE, 

78, NEW BOND STREET, 
LONDON. 



A CATALOGUE. 



By the Bev. EDWABD MONBO, M.A., 

Late Vicar of S. John's, Leeds. 
An Elegant Gift Book. 
8AOBBD AIiIiUGOBIBS OF CHBISTIAIT LIFE AND 
DEATH. Printed on toned paper, and handsomely boand in 
illuminated cloth, crown 8vo., 78. 6d. ; morocco, l6s. 
Thb Dark Rivbb. I Thb Combatants. I Thb Journbt Homx. 
Thb Vast Abmt. | Thb Rbybllbrs, &c. | Thb Dark Mountains. 
Cheap Editions of the Allegrories separately, l s. limp cloth. In Two Vols, 
cloth, ss. 6d. each. 

WAIiTEB THE SCHOOIiMASTEB ; or,Stadie8 of Character 
in a Boys* School. Fourth edition. Fcap. 8vo. Ss. 

BABUj the BCHOOIiBOT : on the Heir of Arundel. A Story 
of School Life. Fourth edition. FcfHp. 8to. Ss. 6d. 

IiEONABD AISTD DENNIS ; or, the Soldier's Life. A Tale of 

the Russian War. Fcap. 8vo. ^ 5s. 
TBUE BTOBIES OF COTTAGEBS. i8mo. aoth, or in a 

packet, 2s. 
EUSTACE ; or, the Lost Inheritance. A Tale of School Life. Fcap. 

8vo. as. 
FASCAIi THE PHiGBIM. A Tale for Young Communicants. 

Fcap. 8yo. is. j cloth, is. 6d. 
FOOTPBINTS IN THE SNOW. Fcap. 8vo. is. 

HABBT AND ABCHI^ ; or, First and Last Communion, and 
the Danger of Delay, is. cloth. 

NANNT. A Sequel to ** Harry and Archie." 6d. ; cloth, is. 

HABBT AND ATCOHIE, with Sequel. Fcap. 8yo., cloth gUt, 

is.Od. 
CIjAUDIAN. a Tale of the Second Century. Fcap. Svo. as. ; limp 

cloth, is. 

TAIjES fob the MTLIiION. Fcap. Svo., cloth gUt, as. 
MIDSUIOCEB EVE. Od. j cloth, is. 



4 Published hy Joseph Masters and Co., 

By the Bev. F. E. PAGET, M.A., 

Rector of Elford. 
A STUDENT PEiriTENT OF 1605. Crown 8vo. 48. 0d. 

THE O^WTjET op 0"WTiSTOITB EDGE: bia Travels, his 
Experience, and his Lucabrations. Fifth and cheaper edition. Fcap. 
Svo. 28. 6d. 

THE CITBATE OF CUMBEBWOBTH, and THE 
VICAB OF BOOST. Second edition. Fcap. 8to. 28. 0d. 

S. ANTHOIiIN'S ; or. Old Churches and New. New editioo. 

1 toio. 1 8. j cloth, 18. 6d. 

TAIjES of the VHiIiAaE. a New edition. Three ParUin 
One Vol. Fcap. Svo. fts.M. 
The Romanist— the Dissenter— the Infidef. 

TALES OF THE VHiIiAaE CHUiDBEIT. Sixth editloii. 

2 Vols. l8mo. 2s. each. 

THE HOPE OF THE KATZEKOFFS ; or, the Sorows of 
Selfishness. Fourth edition. l8mo. 2s. 

THE WABDEN OF BEBKINGHOIjT. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 



By the Bev. W. GBESLEY, M.A. 

THE FOBEST OF ABDEN. A Tale illastratiye of the Eng. 
lish Reformation. 3s. ; cheap edition, 28. 

THE SIEGE OF IiICHFIEIiD. A Tale lUustratiTe off the 
Great Rebellion. 3s. ; chei^P edition, is. 8d. 

CONISTON HAIjIi ; or, the Jacobites. A Tale of the Rerolutioii 

of 1688. 38. 

BEBNABD IjESIjIE. The Revival of Church Frineiples in 

England. 38. 

BEBNABD IjESIiIE. Second Part. The Progress of the Choreh 

Movement. 38. 

SOPHBON AlTD NEOIiOGUS; or Common Sense PHUosopfay. 

8s. 

THE POBTBAIT OF AW EWGUSH CHUBCHMAK. 
A new and cheaper edition. 2s. 6d. 

CIiEMENT WAIjTOW; or, the English Citizen, ss.t ehean 
edition, is. 8d. » -t^ 

FBANK'S FIBST TBIP TO THE OOWTIITEITT. 88. 

^OXiIDAT TALES. l6mo. 28.} wrapper, is. 6d. 



78, New Bond Street, W. 5 

By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, D.D.^ 

Late Warden of Sackville College. 

DUOHENIEB, or the Revolt of La Vendue. Fcap. Svo. 38. 6d. 

STOBIBS OF THIS OBITSADEB. Fcap. Svo. ss. 

THE BaYPTIAK" T^ANDEBEBB. A Tale of the Tenth 
Persecation. i8mo. 28. 

fiVExriiras AT sackvuiIiE coiiiiEaE with mt 

CHIIjDBEI9'. i8mo. 28. 
IjENT IiEG-EII'DS. Storie8 for Children fi:om Church History. 
i8mo. 28. 

THE FOIiIiO WEBS OF THE IiOBD ; Stories fi:om Church 
History, ismo. 2s. 

SUNDAY AFTEBNOONS AT AN OBPHANAGE, 

containing Twenty-three Short Discourses addressed to the Children 
of S. Margaret's Orphanage, East Grinsted, on the afternoons of 
Sundays and Holy Days. i8mo. 2s. 

TAIjES UiIiUSTBATIVE of the AFOSTIiES' 

CBEED. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
THE UNSEEN WOBIjD ; Communications with it, real or ima- 

_. _ jjg^ edition, with considerable additions. Fcap. Svo. 



THE TBIUMPHS OF THE CBOSS. Tales of Christian 
Heroism. iSmo. 28. 

THE TBIUMPHS OF THE CBOSS. Part II. Tales of 
Christian Endurance. iSmo. 2s. 

STOBIES FBOM HEATHEN MTTHOIiOOT. iSmo. 2a. 

FOTNINOS : a Tale of the Revolution, l68S. iSmo. 28. 

HTMNS FOB CHIIjDBEN. Three Series, in doth, is. 



THE JUVENILE ENGLISHMAN'S LIBRARY. 

In a new and attractive cloth binding. 

TAIiES OF THE VHiIiAOE CHIIiDBEN. First Series. 
By the Rev. F. E. Paobt. 28. 

TAIiES OF THE VILLAGE OHlLDBEN. Second Series. 
By the Rev. F. E. Paobt. 2s. 

THE HOPE OF THE KATZEKOPFS; or, tha Sorrows ef 
Selfishness. A Fairy Tale. By the Rev. F. £. Paobt. 2s. 

BABLX* FBIENDSHIP ; or an Account of Two Catechumens, 
and their walk through life. is. 6d. 

THE OHABCOAL BUBNEBS ; a Story of the Rise of ai young 
Artist. From the German, is. 6d. 
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GODFBET DAVENANT ; a Tale for School Boyv. By the Rer. 

W. E. Hkyoatk. 2s. 
TALES OF CHBISTIAN HEBOISM. By the late Rer. 

J. M. Nbalb. 28. 

STOBIES FBOM HEATHEN MTTHOIiOaT, AJTD 

GBEEK HISTOBT. By the late Rev. J. M. Nbal*. 2s. 
TALES OF CHBISTIAN EJ^DTTBANCE. By the late Rer. 

J. M. Nbalb. 2s. 
THE MAl^GEB OF THE HOIiT NIGHT. A Sketch of the 

Christmas Festivities and their attendant circumstances, flrom the 

German. 2s. 
FOTNINGS ; A Tale of the Revolution of l68S, laid in Sussex. 28. 



AIjICE BEBESFOBD : A Tale of Home life. By the Author of 
" Tales of Kirkbeck,'*&&. Third edition. Fcap. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

AMT, THE KING'S DAUGHTEB. 6d.| cloth, is. 

THE AFPIiE BIiOSSOM; or, a Mother's Legacy. By Obttz 

Titian. Fcap. 8vo. 3». 6d. 
ABCHIE'S AMBITION. l8mo. is. 
ABBEY IiANDS. By W. S. Rockstro. Fcap. Svo. 58. 
AN AITTHOB'S OHILDBEN. ByFLORBNOB Wilfobd. l8mo., 

cloth, IS. 
AVIOE ; or, a Fag^e from the History of Imperial Rome. By E. F. 
' Pollard. Fcap. Svo. Ss. 6d. 

ADVENTUBES OF OIiAF TBYGGVESON, KING OF 
NOB'WA'Sr. A Tale of the Tenth Century, showhig how Chris- 
tianity was introdaced into Norway. By Mrs. J. J. Rbbd. Fcap; 
svo. 28. (kl. 

THE BABON*S IiITTIiE DAUGHTEB, and other IVOes, 
in Prose and Verse. By Mrs. C. F. Albzandbr. Fourth edition. 
iSmo. 2s. 6d. 

THE BEGINNINGS OF EVUi: behig Tales on the Ten Com. 
mandments. By H. M. R. iSmo. 2s. 6d. 

THE BIBTHDAY. By the Author of "Gideon,»» " Josiah," &c. 

Fifth edition. Fcap. Svo. 3s. 6d. 

THE BISHOP'S IiITTIiE DATTGHTEB. A Tale for the 
Yonng. Fifth edition iSmo. 2s. 

BEATBICE : a Tale of the Early Christians. By A. Bonus, ismo. 

IS. 6d. 
BAPTISM All VOWS ; or, the Feast of S. Barnabas. l8mo. is. 
BETHANY, a PUgrimage ; and MAGDAIiA,-a Day by {he Sea of 

Galilee. By the Rev. S. C. Malan, Vicar of Broadwindsor, Dorset. 

Second edition. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d. 
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BOOK OF O iiUK OH HISTOB7, founded on the Rey. W. 

Paliner*8 Ecclesiastical History. 5th edition. l8mo. is. 
TH£ CHUiDBEN OF BOSE ISYlSnSi, By Sclina Han- 

COCK. i8mo. 28. 
CHAFTBBS ON AlflMAIiS; or, Annie Grant's Playmates. 

SSmo. Is. 
CHAPTEBB ON FIiANTS ; or, Marion's Herhal. S2mo. is. 
THE CHUiDBEN OF THE CHAPEIi. Second Edition. 

Fcap. Syo. 28. 
CHRISTMAS PBESENT FOB OHIIiDBBN. Flrom the 

German. 18mo. is. 
THE CHOBISTEB BBOTHEBS. A Tale. By the Author of 

<< The Children of the Chapel," &c. Third edition. Fcap. 8vo. 8s. 
CHBONICIiES OF S. MABIT'S; or. Tales of a Sisterhood. 

By S. D. N. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
CBESSINOHAM ; or, the Missionary. By Charlottb Priscilla 

Adams. Fcap. 8vo. is. 
CONVERSATIONS "WTTH COUSIN BACHEIi. Four 

Parts in ooe vol., cloth, 2s. 6d. 
COTTAG-E HOMES ; or. Tales on the Ten Commandments. By 

H. YoRKB. With Engravingrs. l8mo. 2s. 
OHABITT AT HOME. By the Author of "Working and Wait- 

ing." l8mo. 2s. 
CHBIBTMAS DREAM, ninstrated by Dudley. In ornamental 

borders. l8mo. is. 
A CHRONICLE OF DAY BY DAT. By Miss E. S. B. 

Stdnbt. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 
THE CHURCH CATECHISM. With the Confirmation Ser- 
vice. Beautifully illustrated by Sir John Gilbert. Cheap edition, 

8d. } on tinted paper in cloth gilt edges, is. 

THE CHURCHMAN'S COMPANION. A Monthly Maga. 
zine. 6d. 
First Series in 40 tqIs., cloth, published at 8s. 6d. each, reduced to 28. 
Second Series, 8 vols, cloth, published at 4s. each, reduced to ss. 
Third Series, enlarged, commenced January, 1870. In half-yearly vo- 
lumes. 8vo., cloth, 4s. each. 

THE COASTS OF TYRE AND SIDON, a Narrative. By 

the Rev. S. C. Malav. Fcap. 8vo. is. 
OIiASSICAIi TAliES AND IiEOENDS. By the late Rev. 

W. B. Flowbr. 18mo. 2s. ; cheap edition, is. 

CONVERSATIONS ON THE HISTORY OF ENO- 

IiAND, for the use of Children. By C. A. B. Edited by the Rev. 

J. Bainbs. l8mo. 2s. 6d. 
THE CHIIiD*S NET^ IiESSON BOOK, or Stories for Uttle 

Readers. l6mo. is.; cloth, is. 6d. 
DEEPDENE MINSTER; or. Shadows and Sunshine. By 

Cbcilia Mac Grboor. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 
A DROP XN THE OCEAN ; or. Short Legends and Fairy Tftles. 

By AoNBS and Bbssib. Is. 
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£jIjIj!BI9' MXjBTON ; or, the Pic-nic. By Mrs. Stovb, anthor of 

*' GoD*8 Acre,** ** The Art of Needlework,*' &c. l8mo. is. 6d. 
EVENOira- MEETINGS ; or, the Pastor among the Boys of his 

Flock. By C. M. S. Fcap. 8vo. 28. 6d. 
EVEmjElT. A Tale. Second edition. Fcap. Svo. Os. 
ESTHEB MEBIiE, and other Tales. By Mrs. Frances Vtdal, 

author of ** Tales of the Bush,** &c. l8mo. is. 6d. 
FANNY'S FIjCWEBS ; or, Fun for the Nursery. With several 

engravings, is, 
THE FAIiIi OF OBOBSnS : a Story ft-om Herodotus. By the 

late Rev. W. Adams, author of "The Shadow of the Cross,'* "The 

Old Man's Home,** &c. New edition. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
FBEDEBICK GOBDON, or the Storming of the Redan. By a 

Soldier's Daughter. Royal i8mo. is. 
FIjOT^TEBS and FBUTT. For Little Children. S2mo. Is. 
GENTIiE INFIiUENCE; or. The Cousin's Visit. By Miss 

F. M. Lbvbtt. Second edition. 18mo. is. 

GEBTBUDE DACBE. By the Author of '* Church Stories for 

Sundays aud Festivals." Fcap. Svo. 2s. 
GOING HOME. A Story. By F. G. W. Second edition. l8mo. 

cloth, IS. 6d. 
GRACE AIjFOBD ; or the Way of Unselfishness. By C. M. Smith. 

l8mo. 18. 6d. 
HATHEBIjEIGH CBOSS. ByMrs. F. J. MiTCHBLL. l8mo. is. 
HABBT'S HELP. By Mrs. S. C. Rochat. Square l6mo. Is. 
HENBIETTA'S "WTSH. A Tale. By the Author of "The 

HeirofRedcIyfTe.** Fifth edition. Fcap. 8vo. 68. 

THE HOIiT CHUBCH THBOUGHOITT AIiIj THE 

"WOBIjD. By the Rev. S. Fox. i8mo. 2s. ; cheap edition, is. 
HOIiIDATS AT S. MABY*B. Containing Stories for Christmas, 

Easter, Midsummer, and Michadmas. By the Author of " Chronides 

of S. Mary's.** l6mo. 2s. 6d. 
HOIilDAT HOI7BS. By the Author of "The little Comforters." 

S2mo. 18. 
HOME FOB CHBISTMAB. i8mo. is. 6d. 
HOME TBIAIjS ; a Tale for the Middle Classes. By Mrs. Vidai.. 

l8mo. 28. 
HIGHEB OIiAIMS; or, Catherine Lewis the Sunday School 

Teacher. Edited by the Rev. R. Sxvmour. i8mo. is. ; cl., is. 6d. 
HrLABT 8. MAGNA; or, The Nearest Duty Ffarst. A Tale. 

Fcap. 8vo. 48. 
HtTBEBT NEVHiXiE. By the Author of some of the " Stories on 

the Festivals,** " Church Stories,'* &c. Fcap. 8vo. is. 
THE INCUMBENT OF A2HIIjIi. A Sequel to *'The Che 

rister Brothers.** Fcap. 8vo. 
ION IjESTEB. a Tale of True friendship. By C. H. H. Fcap. 

8VO. 48. 6d. 
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nr THIS CHOIB AjN^D OUT OF THE CHOIB. i8mo., 

cloth, is. 
lYO AND VEBENA; or, the Snowdrop. By the Author of ' 

" Cousin Rachel." l8mo., cloth, 2s. 
rVOK". By the Author of •* Aunt Agnes," and •* Is he (Sever ?" Pcap. 

8vo. 88. 6d. 
THE "EkXSlQc OF A DAT ; or, Glimpses of French life in the 

Fifteenth Century. By Florkncb Wilpord. Idmo. 28. 
IiITTIjE AIjICE and HEB SISTEB. Edited by the Rey. 

W. Grbslbt. l6mo. 2s. 
LITTLE LIVES AND A GBEAT LOVE. By Fiorbncr 

WiLFORD. Dedicated to the Children of the Society of the Love of 

Jbsus. l6nio., cloth, 2s. 6d. 
LtrOY AND OHBISTIAN TVAINWBIOHT, and other 

Tales. By the Author of "Aggesden Vicarage," "The Wynnes," 

&c. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
THE LOTAL HEABT, and other Tales for Boys. Translated 

firom the German. By Francrs M. Wilbrabam. With Engravings. 

SecocAl edition. i8mo. 2s. 6d. cloth } in a packet, 2s. 

THE LOBD OP THE FOBEST AND HIS VASSALS. 

By Mrs. C. F. Albxandbr. l6mo. 2s. 6d. 
LIFE-AT-I^ ASE INCIJMBENTS. Sketdies by Mark Parsons. 

Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

LOVING- SEBVIOE; or, a Sister's Influence. By Eliba A. 

Bayliss. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
A LIFE'S SEABCH. By E. S. B. Sydnbt. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

THE LITTLE COMFOBTEBS, and other Tales. 32mo., 
cloth, is. 

LESSONS FOB LITTLE CHILDBEN ON THE SEA- 
SONS OF THE OHUBCH. ByC. A. R. Second edition, is. 

LESSONS FOB LITTL E CH ILDBEN FBOM THE 
HISTOBT OF THE CHTJBCH. ByC. A. R. is. 

LOCAL LEOEND S. By the Author of " Cecil Dean," &c. l6mo. 
28. 6d. 

THE MAIDEN AUNT'S TALES. By S. M., author of "The 
Use of Sunshine," *' Nina," &c. Fcap. 8vo. Ss. 6d. 

MA BY AND MILDB^ED. A Tale for Qhrls. Edited by the Rev. 

Stair Douglas. Second edition. l8mo. 28. 
MABK DENNIS ; or, the Engine-Oriver. A Tftle of the Railway. 

By the Author of "The Chorister Brothers," &c. Second edition. 

l8mo. 28. 

THE MASTEB OF CHUBCHILL ABBOTS, AND HIS 
LITTLE FBIENDS. By Florbncb Wilford. Fcap. 8vo. 
38. 6d. 

THE MEETING IN THE TVILDEBNESS. An Tmagina- 
tion, wherein Divine Love is set forth. By the Author of '* The 
Divine Master." is. 
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MEMOraS OF AN ABM-OHATB. Written by himself. Bdtted 

by the Author of " Margaret Stonrton/' "Ihe Missing Sovectign,'* 

&c. Square l6mo. is. 
lOlBCnr DO'WlSrSjB ; or. Church and Chapel, ismo., wnpper» 

6d. ; cloth, is. 
MUiIiT TTTHEEIjEB. By the Author of '< Amy Wilson.** l8mo. 9d. 
MINNIE'S BIRTHDAY, and other Stories for Children. By 

Maribtta. With four Illustrations by Cuthbert Bede. Fcap. 8vo. 28. 

MIDSUMMEB HOIiIDATS AT FBINCEB aBEEN. 

By Mrs. Ecclbs, author of " The Riches of Poverty.'* 1 8mo. is. 
MY BIBTHDAY EVE. A Waking Dream. With ornamental 

borders, is. 6d. 
NEDDIE'S CABE; or, "Suffer the Little ChUdren.*' With UIub- 

trations. lOmo. is. 6d. 
THE NOBLE ABMY OP MABTYBS. By the Rev. S. Pox. 

18mo., cloth, 28. ; paper cover, is. 
NOBTHWODE PBIOBY. A Tale, in Two Vols. By the Author 

of ''Everley.** Fcap. 8vo. lOs. 6d. 
A NOBIiE AIM. By Annib Thomas (Mrs. Fender Cudlip.) Pab> 

lished for the Benefit of the Devon House of Mercy. Fcap. 8vo., is. 
NITNN'S OOUBT : a Tale of Church Restoration. By Mrs. Frank 

Pbttit. i8mo. 18. 
NUBSE AMY. 8d. 

THE OIiD OOUBT HOUSE. A Tale. l8mo. is. 
ONE STOBY BY T'WO AUTHOBS ; or, a Tale without a 

Moral. By J. I., author of " A Rhyming Chronicle ;*' and F. M. L., 

author of *' Gentle Influence,** &c. Fcap. 8vo. 38. dd. 
FABISH TATiE S. Reprinted firom the ** Tales of a London Pariah." 

In a packet, is. 6d. 

THE FBISONEBS OF OBAiaMAC A THE. A Story of the 
«**46.»* Edited bythe Author of "The Divine Master.*' l8mo. 18. 
FTiAY AND EABNEST. By Florbncb Wilford. Fcap. 8vo. 

6s. 

THE QUEEN'S ISIiE. Chapters on the Isle of Wight, wherein 
Scripture truths are blended with Island beauties. By Rosa Rainb. 
Fcap. 8VO. 38. 6d. - 

BAINY MOBNINOS WITH AUNT MABEIi. i8mo. 

28. 6d. 
BOSA'S SUMMEB "WANDEBINOS. By Rosa Rainb. 

Fcap. 8vo. 68. 
BOBEBT AND EIiXiEN. l8mo. is. 
THE BOOT OF THE MATTEB; or, the Village Class, is.; 

cloth, IS. 6d. 
BUTH IjEVISON ; or, Working and Waiting, is.; doth, is. 6d. 
SAVONABOIjA, Scenes from the Life of. By C. M. P. 18mo. 

28. ad. 
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SOXlNfiB OF BXTBUBBAK* IiIFB. By Anna B. T. Ueioh 

Spbncbr, author of ** The Co- Heiress of Willingham," &c. Fcap. 

8vo. 48. 6d. 
BEBMOIT STOBTBS FOB OHIIiDBEN'S BBBVICEB. 

By the Rev. H. Housman, author of " Readings on the Psalms." 

l6mo. 2s. 
80BIPTT7BE BEADING I<l!SSOI9'S FOB IiITTIiXS 

CHUiDBEN. By a Lady. With a Preface by the late Bishop 

OF Winchester, is. Od. Second Series, 28. Complete inl rol. as.6d. 
SIBTEBS OF CHABITT, and some Visits with them. Being 

Letters to a Friend in England. Two Engnravings. is. 

BTSOVT-^OTTSTi IN CIiESBEBBIl] aBANOE. A Christ, 
mas Story. By O. B. Roberts. Dedicated to John Raskin, Esq. 
9s.6d. 

BNOWB AXiIi ; and other Tales. By Isabella Forbes. Fcap. 8vo. 

88. 6d. 
SOMEBODY. A Story for ChUdren. By Stella Austin. With 

Illustrations. l6mo. 3s. 
BOMEBFOBD FBIOBT. By Cecilia Mac Grboor. Crown 

- 8vo. 28. 
BTOBTESS ON THE COMMANDMENTS. The First Table: 

'* My Duty towards Ood.*' By the Rev. O. Hill. l8mo. is. 
BTOIUES ON THE COMMANDMENTS. The Second 

Table : " My Duty towards My Neighbour." By W. S. Rockstro. 

l8mo. 18. od. 

The Two Parts in i vol. Ss. 
SCHOIiAB'S NOSEOAIT. A Series of Tales and Conversations 

on Flowers. 32mo. is. 
STOBIES AND IiESSONS ON THE FESTIVALS, 

FASTS, AND SAINTS* DATS. 32 books in a.packet, 23! 

In 3 vols., cloth, 38. 
STOBIES OF CHBISTIAN JOT AND SOBBOW, or 

Home Tales. By the Rev. H. D. Pbarson. Containing Little Ruth 

Gray, Holy Stone, Hugh, Old Oliver Dale . l2mo., cloth, is. 6d. 
STOBIES ON THIS BEATITUDES. By the Rev. G. F. 

Pbarson. i8mo. is. 
STOBT OF A DBEAM : a Mother's Version of the Olden Tale 

of ** Little Red Riding Hood," wherein that tale is made to bear a 

Chr istian lesson. l8mo. is. 
BTIJMFS. A Story for Children. By Stella Austin. With eight 

Illustrations. l6mo. 28. Od. 
STTMMEBIjEIG-H MANOB; or. Brothers and Sisters. A Tale. 

F cap. 8vo. 48. 
BTIjVESTEB ENDEBBT, the poet. By Louis Sand, 

author of " The Voices of Christmas." Fcap. 8vo. 28. 6d. 
TABBT'S "WHITE HYACINTH. A Lenten and Easter Story 

for Children. By the Author of •• Neddie's Care,»» &c. l6mo. 
TAIiES OF CBCWBBIDOE -WOBKHOUSE. ByM.A.B. 

With a Preface by Louisa Twining. i2mo., cloth, 2s. 
TAIiES OF THE EM.FIBE; or. Scenes from the History of the 

House of Hapsburg. By the Rev. J. Baines, author of the *' Life of 

Archbishop Laud,*' &c. l8mo. is. 6d. 
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TAIjEd OF FAITH AKD FBOVIDENCS. By fhe )ate 

Rev. W. B. Plowbr. 18mo. 28. 
TAIjES of a IiONDON FABISH, &c. By the Author of 

*< Tales of Kirkbeck.*' Second edition, l8mo., 88. 6d. 

TALES OF MY DUTY TOT^ABDS MY NEiaHBOXTB. 

ssmo., 18. 
TAIiES FOB ME TO BEAD TO MYSELF. With Twelve 
Engrravings drawn by Macqaoid. lOmo. 28. 6d. 

TALES OF THE ANOIEWT BBITISH OHUBOH. New 

and cheaper edition, with an additional Tale. By the late Yen. 

Archdeacon Evans, author of ** The Rectory of Valehead," &c. lamo. 

28. 6d. 
THINKH^'G fob OII'ESELF : or, an Adventure of the 

Carewes. Reprinted ft-om "The Monthly Packet.*' l8mo. 28. 
THE TWO GTTABDIANS ; or. Home in this World. By the 

Author of " The Heir of Redclyffe.'* Fifth edition. Crown 8vo. 68. 
THE TOWEB BDTLDEBS, and THE TWO MEB- 

CHANTS. 6d. 
TINY POLLIB»S TIPS AND DOWTTS. By the Author of 

*< Neddie's Care." With illustrations. l6mo. 28. 6d. 
TBITST. Bythe Author of "Beginnings of Evil." iSmo. 2s. 
VANNY OBOFT. By the Author o£ " Contraband Christmas," 

&c. i8mo. 2s. 

THE VOICES OF HABVEST. By the Right Rev. R. Milman, 

D.D., Lord Bishop of Calcutta. Pcap. 8vo. 8d.; cloth, is. 

A VILLAGE STOBY FOB VILLAGE MAIDENS. In 

Three Parts. Susan, Esther, and Dorothy; or, the Three Starts in 
Life. ISmo. 2s. 6d. 
VOICES OF CHBISTMAS. A Tale. By Louis Sand. With 
an illustration by Dalziel. Fcap. 8vo. 28. 

VOYAGE TO THE FOBTUNATE ISLES, is.j d. is. fld. 
WAS IT A DBEAMP or, the Spirit of Evil-speaking— and THE 

NEW CHXTBCHYABD ; or. Whose will be fhe First Grave? 

By the Author of " Anny Herbert." is. 6d. j paper, is. 
THE WAY THBOuGH THE DESEBT ; or, the Caravan. 

By the Right Rev. R. Milm an, D.D., Lord Bishop of Calcutta. FcfHE>. 

8vo. fid. : cloth 18. 

W^STEBLEIGH, AND OTHEB TALES. By Mrs. G. J. 

Prbston. Fcap. 8vo. 28. 6d. 

WILLIAM BLAKE ; or, the English Farmer. By the Rev. W. E. 
HxYOATB. Fcap. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

A WTNTEB IN THE EAST. In Letters to the Children at 
Home. By F. M. i8mo. 2s. 

THE WYNNES; or. Many Men, Many Minds. A Tale of every. 

da y life. Fcap. 8vo. 68^ 

THE WXDOW AND HEB SON: and other Tales. Translated 

flrom the German. By the late Rev. w. B. Flowkr. l8mo. 28. 

J. MASTERS AND CO., 78, NEW BOND STREET, LONDON. 
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